FIGARO IN LONDON. 
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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen—Lavy MONTAGUE. 


‘« Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as tothe person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’s NEw Wuic GUIDE. 
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THE POLITICAL WALK Such squabbling and worry, such rows and such trouble, 
BY That all the whole nation has been in a bubble; 

That ’tis plain, very plain, that for sometime of late, 

HIS SATANIC MAJESTY. The Devil himself has been ruling the State. 





The papers were dulland the Devil was yawning, 

As he sat o’er his bachelor breakfast one morning, 

(I hope that the critics will spare me this time, 

For yawning and morning’s a cockneyfied rhyme.) 

Lord Brougham was in Scotland, and Peel was at Rome, 








' 
And the Devil felt lonely and sulky at home ; 
So he called for his boots, and his cane, and his hat, 
7 } fy \ His cloak, his cigar case, and every thing pat, 
i 1 THEN es, WA “QE } ‘ASS = 'Y Jumped into an Omnibus, squeezed in a berth, 
eu Wp ag ree |X LY aR aN And off in a moment was rattling to earth, 
Gy) PrN S| aad Crin YR (Now don’t run away with the sill nceit 
WH ie | aes That the devil an Omnibus there could he meet ; 
il HH) An WA i\ \ For look at the distance they go,—rank on rank, 
MIT i Why | iw | You'll see them from Edmonton up to the Bank, 
a1 NVI He i WS) | AW SS : And if Mr. Brookes* don’t contrive to bamboozle em, 
Mig MN if | sf OL CWA | WSS | f From the Bank, Shillibeer will start to New Jerusalem ; 
| ma Mm |! oi M1 | (SSA ye a \\) Thus with so many passengers, filling so well, 
dl HN me tees | | AS Ss AWW Hi OA | ih No doubt there’s an Omnibus running to Hell. 
yen nih nT i a NN mee HY A mY W hen he got to the Bank, he called first on Mee Raikes,t 
Et y \ WABI os RS . 1 \\\ | Who never gives back whatsoever he takes ; 
= And quietly hinted he wanted some cash, 
And as he knew Raikes was just going to smash, 
The Devil at Court. * Mr. Deputy Brookes has taken upon himself to reform the Omnibuses. 
There are some men who are exceedingly great in little things. Mr. Brookes, 
we suppose, is a wealthy man, and cannot see why people who cannot afford 
I believe, that no man will deny what I say, to ride in their carriages, should not walk—or why a poor clerk’s daily six- 
That, of late, we have had here the Devil to pay ; pence should procure him as much comfort as the rich man’s 500). per 
Such ins and such outs, such pushing and scrambling, annum spent on his more splendid, but not more convenient equipage.— 
Such rushing and crushing, place-hunting and rambling, ‘ Think of that, Master Brooke.’ 
Such talking and voting, such changes and pother, + The failure of the Governor of the Bank, and his enormous dividend 
And men who don’t know they’re on one side or t’other ; of three shillings and sixpence in the pound, must be still fresh in the 
Such cabinet councils, and Orange addresses, memory of our readers. 
Resignations, minorities, speeches, and messes, : 
VoL. IV. G Cowts. Printer, 13. Newcastie Street, Stranc 
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He told him the bill neither profit nor loss meant, 
But only just wanted Mee Raikes’s endorsement. 
The Governor wrote without noting th’ amount 

And quietly sent it the Bank to discount. 

‘Ah! ah!’ said the Devil, ‘ this, this, is the plan, 
There’s nothing like being a ‘ respectable’ man, 

Your mean little bankrupts they clap into limbo, 
When a Governor fails, they are sure to let him go.’ 
And the Devil he swore, as his tail round he curled, 
That, with humbug alone, he could govern the world: 
So smiling and whistling, his tail as he twisted, 

He felt for his purse—and the Devil he missed it ; 
"Twas diamond cut diamond, and not very civil, 

But there are some men in London would rob e’en the Devil. 





Now with smooth lanky hair, and melodious nose, 

With bible in hand and a suit of black clothes, 

With groanings, and mouthings, and bellowing, and rant, 
With whinings, and mumblings, and meeting-house cant, 
See the pious enthusiast, the guide, and the teacher, 

The Devil himself, as a Methodist preacher ! 





The Devil turned Methodist. 


How the saints hung upon his miraculous tongue, 

And his two-hours sermon was never too long! 

How the old ladies fainted, the young ladies sighed, 
And trembled, and grunted, and groaned, as they cried. 
‘Whata saint! what a gift ! oh, this dear Mr. Shuffle ! 
‘ And hasn’t he got a most musical snuffe !’ 

So that preaching proved better to him than Eve’s apple, 
For they raised a subscription and built him a chapel ; 
Some left him their fortunes,—some offered him marriage, 
One sent him her daughter, another her carriage ; 

"Till at last, getting tired of this methodist life, 

The Devil ran away with the Deacon’s young wife. 





Next changing his game, and fresh shuffling the cards, 
We find him commanding a regiment of guards. 

Who so known in St. James’s for strutting and staring, 
What Colonel so gifted in vapouring and swearing? 
Who so loved at the Horse-guards and feared on parade, 
For be sure, con amore, he took to the trade. 


He flogged, and he lashed, and he drilled, and he teased men, 


And the Devil he felt most confoundedly pleased, when 
Court-martials directed this flogging and drilling, 
Till at last e’en the drummers were found too unwilling, 





And the ee cried ‘shame,’ and the papers all railed, 
And M. P’s. asked questions, and ministers quailed ; 
But Baring and others, who knew him full well, 

(For Baring and Brothers do business in hell.) 

All attested his kindness and merciful mind, 

‘ That in fact, he was too much to pity inclined,’ 
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The Devil a Colonel of the Guards. 


And swore that the papers all damnably lied, 

For the men with such floggings were well satisfied. 

Then, as the whole house loudly cheered when they heard it, 
'Twas resolved, on the motion of Hobhouse and Burdett, 
That for excellent discipline kept in the ranks, 

By the cat, they should vote Colonel Devil their thanks 

And the Devil he laughed, and he liked it so well, 

That he swore he would give them the cat when in Hell. 





Then leaving the Horse-guards and house in the lurch, 
He piously resolved upon entering the Church ; 

And we meet him again, by some strange transmutation, 
Much changed in demeanour, in dress, and in station, 
A holder of livings and rectories nine, 

A pluralist prelate, a well-fed divine, 

Archbishop, and Primate, the terror of sinners, 

And holding at Lambeth Episcopal dinners! 

Full loud laughed the clergy, and great was their glory, 
To see at the head of the church such a Tory! 

The Devil he preached and he rode out in state, 

And the Devil defended the tithes small and great. 
He worried poor curates, non-resident vermin, 

Who preached at three different churches one sermon ; 
But as for each rector, and vicar, and dean, 

Each canon, and prebend, the Devil, I ween, 

Wisely let them alone; gave them plenty of room, 

As he knew he should have them all snugly at home 
Then fearing a change and the fast coming storm, 
Which awaited the Church in these days of Reform ; 
And wishing to keep some small share of the pelf, 

The Devil set up for Reformer himseif.* 


Nee ae 


* The Archbishop of Canterbury about two years since brought in a bi 


= ° re ° ] aliti2a war hy 
ostensibly to reform the Church; but in reality to legalise pluraliti Ss, which 
was ‘too bad’ even for the Lords and was scouted by them. Since which time 
his Grace has thought fit to take great credit to himself as a disappointed anc 


unappreciated Church Reformer 
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But, after much scraping and rubbing off dust, 

The Devil gave up such a job in disgust ; 

For ‘twas vain, that with white-wash he covered each flaw, 
And proved e’en pluralities licensed by law, 

So rotten was all, and so rooted each evil, 

That defending the Church was too much for the Devil ! 
So he raised all the fines in his own diocese, 

And left all the Bishops to do as they please: 
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The Devil Reforming the Church. 


Cut each college connection, and threw every care up, 
Resolving for once that he’d have a good-flare-up. 

Thus grinning, and planning a labour of love, 

He wormed himself into the flue of a stove, 

Where blazing away to the world’s consternation. 

He raised in the Houses a great conflagration. 

Oh! then, ‘twas a glorious sight! on a spire 

Sat merrily chuckling the Spirit of Fire ! 

While Commons and Lords in amazement were gazing, 
To see their old crow’s nest all burning and blazing; 
While rang in each haughty Aristocrat’s ear, 

The joy of the people—the vigorous cheer. 

Next day with four horses a chaise might be seen, 

Fast flying by Ascot and Englefield Green ; 

Some said "twas the King, posting home from a revel, 
Some said ’twas the Duke, and some said *twas the Devil, 
The last were the right, for himself was within, sir, 
Disguised as the Speaker, and posting to Windsor. 

Be sure, it was funny and royal good sport, 

To see them all welcome the Devil at court. 

He flirted with Addy, and simpered with Howe, 
Hobbed and nobbed with the King, and to Fitz made a bow; 
He whispered with Gold-sticks, and laughed at the Whigs, 
And Russell and Brougham called a couple of prigs ; 

And vowed that such men he ne’er valued a button, 

And behaved so exactly like old Manners Sutton,* 

That the court were delighted, and soon a plan sinister, 
Was concocted between them to turn out the minister. 





Then great was the joy of each mountebank elf 
Of the Court, as he thought he’d be minister himself. 
But the Devil was not in such way to be done, 
And determined himself to be first in the fun : | 
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So he putin the Duke, just to frighten the nation, 
And fight the first battle of administration. 

In a dozen more days he soon rode his own hobby, 
Assuming the features of candid Sir Bobby, 

And pretending to come ina hurry from Rome, 
Though snug all the time he'd been smoking at home, 
He published a specious and candid oration, 
Declaring the country’s most critical station— 
Talked of order, disorder, quiet change, slow reforms, 
And preparing against revolutionary storms ; 

And finally threw the whole state in confusion, 

By advising the king to a grand dissolution. 
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The Devil Prime Minister. 





This done, thought the Devil, ‘ Tis time to be off, 
‘Though some people at Peel and at Arthur may scoff, 
‘Yet tis my way to speak of all men as I find 'em, 
‘They don’t want a master always following behind *em, 
‘For while I am lounging and laughing in hell, 

‘They manage my business, on earth, just as well; 

‘ Besides, I expect a great emperor below, 

‘And must make something like a respectable show. 

‘For old Nick and Metternich, and Nicholas of Russia, 
‘With Holland, Bavaria, and Austria,and Prussia, 

‘Form the great social bond on which kings place reliance, 
‘The guardian of despots, the Holy Alliance, 

‘But first e’er 1 go, my dominions to fill, 

‘T’ll set up for a doctor, and publish a Pri |’ 
Then grinding and mixing some perilous stuff, 

He started as Morrison, and wrote out a puff, 

And searching the prisons to set it afloat, 

Selected a notable pedant called Moat, 

Who swore that the Devil all doctors surpasses, 

That he was a lion, and they were all asses. 

That by swallowing his pills, quite as easy as whistle he, 
Could cure you a gout, a consumption, or fistula, 

Broken legs, broken arms, nay, if crushed in a mill, 

You had only to swallow the Vegetable Pill, 

And you'd shortly rise up with fresh vigour and youth, 

And he swore that he’d done it himself, and "twas truth. 

Now rushed the old ladies to freshen their blood, 

And they swallowed the pills and they swore they were good ; 
They took them by boxes, in fifties and dozens, 





* Sir C. Manners Sutton denies emphatically having intrigued against the 
ate Ministry. Ifhe did not do so, as some one in his shape did; it is not out | 
f poetical probability to suppose, that it must have been the Devil, who had | 

assumed the portly form and sonorous voice of the ci-devant Manners Sutton. 


And wrote to their nephews, their nieces, and cousins, 
Who took them by bushels, till at last, sir, by G— 
A family of ten bought at once a cart load ! 
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Thus one fool makes many, and the Devil confessed 
That of all trades a quack’s was the easiest and best. 
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The Devil as Dr, Morrison. 


Now seeing all things going jolly and well, 

And forming a ripening harvest for Hell, 

Much wishing to cease from this world and its strife, 

For the Devil, like us all, was much vexed by a wife, t 
He took his own pills and thus ended his life. 





A whistling wind and a thundering storm, 
Awakened the loud-roaring echoes of Hell, 
‘The Bishops! the Bishops! the Church will Reform !’ 
Came booming along like a funeral knell 
And the Devil arose from his fire-side chair, 
And curled with anger his tail, 
And down in a moment he flung his cigar, 
And the loss of his business he smelt from afar, 
If the Bishops should prevail. 
‘ And was it for this that I put them in place, 
My own strong-hold to attack ? 
For this did I help them through shame and disgrace ? 
For this did I bring them back ?’ 
Then the Devil he swore by himself a great oath, 
For he sometimes swears, they say, 
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That Sir Robert and Arthur were rascals both, 
The Devil himself to betray. 
And forthwith he saddled his coal-black steed, 
Who fretted and stamped in his stall, 
With nostrils of fire he flashed off at speed, 
Striking his heels ’gainst the brazen wall ; 
While at his first bound, 
Aghast at the sound, 
. Hell rose in amaze, 
And all ina gaze, 
To see her great master, 
Thus dashing and flashing, 
And swearing and tearing, 
And faster still riding, and faster, and faster, 
Until like a meteor he rushed from the sky, 
And angrily round upon earth cast his eye. 
’Twas gentle spring, and smiling in its birth, 
The yellow crocus gemmed the teeming earth, 
Glittered around the snow-drop’s modest whiteness, 
The primrose peeped, tipped with a rosy brightness, 
The fresh young wheat sprang joyous from the ground, 
The softening showers fell genial all around ; 
All nature smiled in universal gladness, 
A Devil alone could see such sight with sadness. 
The balmy air, the fresh spring flowers. 
The holy gladness spread around, 
Brought back lost hopes, and happy hours, 
The Heaven he’d lost, the Hell he’d found. 
But he saw in a hovel a babe and its mother, 
The wailing child looked up in his face, 
And his curse upon man not the Devil could smother, 
When he saw that wretched place. 
’Twas dank and ’twas darksome, foul straw was the bed, 
And the babe was sucking a shrivelled breast, 
With boneless gums like a fiend of Hell's brood, 
Still tugging, and pulling, and sucking in bldod, 
For the child was starved, and the mother was dead. 
Gone to the poor one’s only rest. 
And the Devii he grinned a smile of scorn, 
And bitterly laughed his eye, 
As he thought how “they taxed the light and the corn 
While the poor did starving die. 
Then assuming the form and appearance of man, 
The Devil set out on his walk once again. 


‘NOTICE, 








Fortunately for our readers, the politieal and theatrical occur- 
rences of the past week have been of little importance. The 
Radicals continue to be humbugged by the Whigs, and the Whigs 
to be humbugged by the Posies ; but O'Connell and Wakley wil! 
shortly repeal the unnatural union, and leave the Whigs to fight 


their own battle, and carry on their own dirty intrigues. 

The Valentine number, containing siz caricatures, has been reprinted, and 
the whole of this year’s Figaro is now on sale. 

A New Edition of ‘higgeries and Waggcries has been just published 
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